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JHE Desert sands are heated, parched and dreary,
The tigers rend alive their quivering prey

In the near Junglej here the kites rise, weary,
Too gorged with living food to fly away.

All night the hungry jackals howl together

Over the carrion in the river bed,
Or seize some small soft thing of fur or feather

Whose dying shrieks on the night air are shed

I hear from yonder Temple in the distance
Whose roof with obscene carven Gods is piled,

Reiterated with a sad insistence
Sobs of, perhaps, some immolated child.

Strange rites here, where the archway's shade is deeper,

Are consummated in the river bed;
Pariahs steal the rotten railway sleeper

To burn the bodies of their cholera dead.

But yet, their lust, their hunger, cannot shame them,
Goaded by fierce desire, that flays and stings;